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the Directory to replace him. Tie vacant command, one of political importance, and requiring a capable and strong man, was offered to my father. As his chief reason for resigning his seat in the Chamber had been his desire for active service, he at first declined; but on Bernadotte showing him his appointment already signed, with the remark that as a friend he begged him, and as a Minister ordered him, to accept it, my father yielded. On the following day he established himself at the head-quarters of the Paris division. The house has now been pulled down, and several houses stand on its site. It was on the Quai Voltaire, at the corner of the Rue des Saints-P&res.
My father had appointed as chief of the staff his old friend Colonel Menard. I was delighted with all the military bustle which surrounded him : the head-quarters always full of officers of all ranks • a squadron of cavalry, a battalion of infantry, and six guns permanently stationed in front of the door ; orderlies coming and going. I thought it much more amusing than the themes and versions of Sor£ze.
At that time there was much excitement in France, and particularly in Paris : we were on the eve of a catastrophe. The Russians, under the celebrated Souvaroff, had entered Italy, and had severely defeated our army at Novi. Joubert, the commander-in-chief,, had been killed; Souvaroff was marching on our army of Switzerland, where Mass6na was in command. We had few troops on the Rhine. The peace conference which had been begun at Rastadt had been dissolved and our plenipotentiaries assassinated.1 The whole of Germany was arming anew against us; the Directory had fallen into discredit, and, having neither troops nor money to levy them, in order to procure funds, had just decreed a forced loan, which had completed the measure of its unpopularity. Our last hopes were in Mass6na; he alone could sfcop the Russians and prevent the invasion of France. The
1 The Congress of Rastadt, held in order to settle some details in the Treaty of Campo Formio, sat from November 1797 to January 1799, when it was dissolved by the French plenipotentiaries. These were attacked by Austrian troops as they were returning to France, and twa of them killed. I had disposed of them. The children kissed their hands to me, the parents bowed, and we set off. We had not gone a hundred yards when my father, who in his haste to escape from a sight which distressed him had not taken a meal at the inn, felt hungry and asked for the provisions. Spirent, had a meal, burnt the deeds in the middle of the
